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Three Small Boys Who Gr

UNIQUE rebirth has taken
epringing from the memory
<

place in France, *Le Petit Plerre,”
of Anatole France, has blown like

8 morning wind across the intellectual world. But the child

born of memory and tha imagination of this supreme artist
must be seen through the mists of the morning, or more truly, through
the twilight of an old man’s years, which softens with his tolerance and
exalts with his philosophy the cruder, simpler spirit of the child of long

ago.

In his autobiography of his early self Anatole France glves us the

psychological conflict of a young spir

imagination—the age-old struggle of
of a little child,

“Since I was eight,” he tells us

“Y felt that he is fortunate who, giv-
ing' up all thinking and comprehen-
sion, loses himself in the contem-
plation of the beautiful.”

“Why not, then, says Regis
Michau, in “The New York Sun,”

‘have first a childhood and adoles- |

cence to act, to suceeed or fail, then

it, equally endowed with reason and
the adult, in the sensitive organism

| mother, who was reading a book, and,

presenting to her my plecs of be-
smearcd paper, I cried:
“Lookl ™ :
Seeing that she dld not pay any as-
tention, I put my soldler on her book.
She was patience incarnate.
“It's wvery good,” she said softly,

} but in a tone indicating that she did
a second existence to draw the | " £

third life to begin all ever again? |

“Instinet or intelligence, the rea- |
son or the heart, who knows after
zll whieh guide to follow?

“His life is the story of a child |
born in the twilight of romantic |
France, but who reflected upon his|
life in the dawn of the twentieth |
century. As in the case of Walter
Pater, 'The Child in the House,' or
Pierre Loti, ‘The Romance of a
Child,” we see how impossibly old
«nd sophisticated nineteenth or|
twentieth century dilettantism c:m]
make a child.” : |

The great novelist explains the
detached and yet infinitely cherish-|
‘ng manner in which he pictures the i
little Pierre: |

“I am another person than the child |
7 am talking about. We have no longer |
in common, he and 1, one atom af sub- |
atance or of thought., Now that he|
tna become entirely a stranger to me, |
T ean in his company distract myself

from my own. 1 love him, 1 who
tieither love mor hate myself, It Is
pleasant for me to live over in my

thoughits tho days that he lived, snd
is puinful for to breathe
the sir of these timgs we are living

il

mo even

stion of the
writer guoted a moment ago, it may
net uninteresting to these
liree cehildren topether: s eurious
urio;, surely— Anatole Frinee, Pierre
Loti and Walter Pater. We have
them  all pietursd by their elder
pelves——reminiscent studies through
Hirat,
Pierve,
f the
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Anatole France

justice mnod contempt are
it of genius was ene of
experiences, At the

ffour I drew pictures with much

arvor; hut, far from tracing all the
uhje affered themaslves to my
--||-|r'\'.‘|-.|||.‘ Iodesigned  solidicrs ex-
clugively. To tell the truth, I' did not

dinty them after: nuture; for nature
s compiex #nd does not lepd itaelf
readily U countarfeit.  Neither i ]
draw my soldiers uffer the pietures of

Epunal which | purchasad at a penny

e Uhiery wore too many linea in
these drawings, and T would hava lost
mrself in the maze. 1 usoed for my
mudel the simplified recollection of
these tmages My soldiera econgisted
of aogirele for hemd, & stroke far body,
und n stfoke each for the arms and
ieps A broken line, like a lightrine,

represented the pun with Sayone! fixed
and this wos exiremely expressive. |1
i not encloze the head in the holmet:
iodrew the head first in full and put
the helmet on top, order to
ull my wevomplishments and to give
cqual representation to hend and head
dress at the same Lime

m

I drew a great

wimnber in this style, common to all

mietures made by ehildren, They were
Just

shetehes, if you will; and wvery
sketches at that.  Such ws
¥ were, my soldiers appeared to me

v well done, 1 traced them in black

nnry

1t

Nor

vl

wuhe it mark stronger. 1 would have
priforred  pen-and-ink; but ink was
prohibited, for fear of spats.  Just the
suroe, 1 quite eatisfied with my
work, and judged 1 had talent. Soon
! owas aatonish myself by my

WHY

to
Prowess,
One evenlng—a memorable one—1
wis drawing on the dining room talls
which Melanie wus just clearing, It
Was wintery the lamp, covered by a
Chinese shade, poured n flow
of warm light upon my paper. 1 had
ulready traced tive or six soldicrs by
the orditiary process in which | had
Aequired  grent  facility,. Al of &
gudden, as if in a flash of genus, |
eonceived the idea of representing -the

green

w-ms oand legs, not by g single stroke
#ny mere, but by means of two par
wllel hines. Thus I obtuined & syrfuce
giving the illusion of reality.
lifo I wua enraptured.
Dwdalus, when he made the statues
that walked, was no tnore enraptured
with his bhandiwork. I might have
usked myself whether | was the first
to Invent such a beautiful contrivance
und whether | had not alresdy seen
something like it. But 1 did not
bother. 1 did not ask questions at all:
inatead, pulling a long, silly face, |
contemplated my masterpiece. Then
it being in the nature of artists t
hold forth their products to the il
miration of men, I approuched m

This

Wil itself.

o

alivw |

witting the pencil excessively to !

and { not sufficiently appercelve the revolu-
moral lesson of the former, anc 8 tion I had e b A e T Bl

pictorial arta. :

I repeated, several timess

"Mamma, look!"”

“All right—I sce. Leavs me alone.”

“No! You did not see it, mammal®

And I tried to snatch from her hands
the book which kept her from appre-
ciating my wonderful achlovement.

She told me I must not touch her
book with my eoiled fingers.

I erled, desperats:

“But you didn't see It at alll™

Still she did not deign to see, and
enjolned me to keep quiat.

Outraged by such blindness and such
injustice, I threw myself on ths floor,
began to weep and tors up my master-
piece.

“Poor child!
sighed my mother,

I wns in the claws of the darkest

He's 80 nervouns,”

Litera ture,

rt and

Life
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i

Pierre Loti :

despafr. Just think of 1. To hnmf
given such a tremendous boost to the
fine arts; to have Invented such a pro-
digious means for the expression of
lifa; and, for sole reward and glory,
to be pent to bed!

Bhortly afterward, another, no less
eruel, disgrace befell ms. It happened
lke this: My mother had soon taught
me to trace lettera tolerably, Know-
Ing a lttla how to write, I thought
there was nothing to prevent me from |
composing a book, 1 got busy, before
the very eyes of my mother, upon n

little treatize of theology mnd ethies. I

Walter Pater

Pater (“Floan’).

[N THIS article we meet, side by side, three small boys, as

they looked to their elder selves many years afterward.
We see Anatole France (“Petit Pierre”) distovering a vital
principle in the fine arts end refusing o point of tnterroga-
tion. We mext find young Pierre Loti learning how to jump.
And finally we are shown the awalkening child-soul of Walter

began  with the
"What i3 God . ..

following  words®
" and presently I

took it to my mother Lo ask lher [tHe end of the sentence the point of | [

whether It was all right.
replied it was all right, but that at

My mother

Anatole France

interrogation was missing. 1 inquired

gation,

“It {s,” my mother sald, “a sign In-
dicating that thers !s a question, that
somebody wants to know something.
IIf. ls used after all phrases of inquiry.

My answer swas superh,
“I don't ask {t. I know."

“But yes, you don ask it, chiid.”

I' repeated shout twenty times that
did not ask it, because [ knew,
absolutely refused to use that

| I and

point

|

| ubstinacy and snid that I waz nothing | more g

what on earth was a point of interro- |

of Interrogation which appeared to me
u gign of ignorance,
My mother reproached me for my

danedd wnd

motion ever

the

oh

along
places
whelmed

but a little ninny.

My pride as an author waa insulted,
and I replied with some Impertinent
remark or other, for which [ was
punished.

1 have changed & great deal since;
I do not any more refuse to put points
of interrogation in all places
they are needed. I am even tempted
to pat very big ones after everythning
I write, everything I say and every-
thing I think. My poor mother, if she
were alive, would, perhaps, say that
now I use too many of them. .

11

colleet that I had been Bitting 4o
[ feet of my gre; e

Ltime nir \ Who hal

in her chair TE TIEHE & gy
i
through whiech

1

where
was- zented
old-fashiuned
sieps, =0
who ¢an
put th
great-punt's
fectually.

I

the fames;

srose in

e0atn

EPDroasyy
¥ odirele gy

: = : ey
. - | 8y vpon, the carpet | Began tg gt
Plerl e Lott around and arouml, and 1 wm_m
e B wor fagte rl and fastor 1 went,
(F'rom “The Romance of a Child”) suddenly T fols nted ala

run through

5 IF it were yesterday I recall '
ling 1

the evening when 1 suddenly S !
atyvic ol mot 5 5]
diseovered that I eould run and ™' 3
- very h AL »of
Jump; wnd I remember that T was in- Pt :
3 I3 them up toir T
toxicated by the delicious sensation -

: L half second
almost to the point of falling,

= and reecomme 1y .
This must have been at about the i E
| ’ bang! with ever P25 noige |
commencement of my second winter. wott nohinat the s ani at 504
st imst tha f an !
| At the sad hour of twilight 1 was in Ll L
g 2 began to feel a ar hut sgre,
the dining room of my parents’ housa,

| You ought to put a point of Interro. |
gation when you ask: 'What Is God?” |

able dizziness in
bow to fump! |

[

ecarliest

I kg

0wt run!

At that iy =y
slon of prege

which room had always seemed a very
vast one to me, At first | was quist,
meada g0, no doubt, by the influrtice of
the environing darkneas, for the lamp
was not yet lighted. But as the hour

L3

Aam convincsd

diztinet recoll

Joyousness,

- In the circla of light whip
for dinner approachei, a maid-servant aver vy and i ‘hi Erew
3 ever more. and mote tarrow. [
came in and threw an armful of small R T e ; e
3 T 5 i jummpeds; u a3 141 )& nant
wood into the fireplace to resnimate ;’1 2 5 Jip j '
- - nac ere ol an ¢
the dying fire. Immediately there was BTN A
o 3 = (BE ¢ me. 12N
a beautiful, hpght Hght, and the leap- Vimbis d .
: . 3 = 1IMOE tiscovered thy
ing flames illumined everything, ant g
] a:50 Klew j7s: S T
waves of light spread to the far part
Bpren m% mind where da
- L —— | showed furth fechly., An

What Jerome Myers Saw

-

T TAKES vision of a rare
quality to see beauty in
the streets of New York

City during the hot sum-

mer days,” in
“Tha “but Jerome

observes a writer
Touchstone,”

His flving peneil,” we read on—
“finde Leauty in palient old men and
little children relaxed from the heat,
titting uneonscious end graceful
in the shade of thin-
leaved park trees and besida qulet
fountaing, He has made something
Immortal ef peopla fmprisoned in the
relontless oven of the East Side an they
gropa their way feebly to housstops
seeking a breath of alr.

a5
wild ereatures

“The etreets of New York City are
not the joyous places in summer that
they are in winter, for the qguivering

glare from the pavements makea even

little chiidren ecautfous about starting
gates, Yet children do play even in
Avgust, though not at noonday. In the
tha evening,

however, they come out from their

early morning and in
stifling 'rrmms secking excitement, em-
barking upon all sorts of delightful
adventures that a grown person could
never nnderatand. Though they wada
in gutters instead of clear brooks and
shriek with delight At the fearsoms
depths of the water nearest the curbs,
and though they know only the false
whistle of the bLird-whistle vender in-
stead of tha liquid song of a roal bird,

still, life to them is gay and wundr:rfui.l

| and Jerome Myers with his sawift, vig-
orous, tender and trues pencil maekes

i

|
‘pmma beauty of thelr lifs, even as it |
|
|

us coneclons of the love and the su-|

1
ia lived in the crowded quarters of our |
great metropolis, .

“Jerome Myers, ever mearching for

beauty, wanders wherever little chil-
|

\ dren are playing, whether in our own '
Myers possesses this marvellons gift. | )
i k : &  American cities, out in the country or

in the picturesnue capitals of the 0OId
World. Always he seeka life and mo-
tion; life whether crushed by sndness
or overflowing with such unguenchabla

Joy that a danee i3 born. He gives
us gometiiing more than the ege ecan
In hia etchings of children

dancing pn the street we feel conselous

grasp,

thut a hand-ergan man must be near by
grinding out fnspiration. A= we look
at Iis etching of peopls aitting In hot
hills listening to the music wa be-
come ‘aware of the powerful uplifting
influence that music wields over the
| hives of workers whose days have littls
of beauty or pleasure. '

“It seems amazing that foy or sor-
row ean bo expressed !n a lina, that
fear or trust ean look out from a man's
cyes when an artikt commands, A pen-
cil that cuts the surface of & paper
| with such besuty that It becomos im-
| mortal, a ncedle that etchen & plate
I\vith record of truth, with dellcacy or

strength, doss =0 becauss the apivit
1

of the artist directs, It {a impousible
| for a painataking worker to copy an

| etehing, no matter how conscientiously

he etruggles, for he can never endow
lis stroke with the Epontaneity that
directa the nartist's hand as ho gives
expression to his wision or strives tc_'

follow mn idea with expressive stmks.|

In Mr.

Mrers's etchings we feel no|es though each pleture was an
sense of labored study, we feol more | promptu translation of something

im-
ex-

%

e e e e

|

| O Friends™: A summer erening

» from an etching by

Jerome Myers

—From The Tonchstons

| auisite that passed through his mind, | ha

“Beauty must ba in a man's souf |

before he ean recognize or record the | tion It deals with impre

beauty of the extornal world,
can see from the 1

i Mr. Myers’s oves Lis

e |

sest of 1ife, his

sense of humor and ki

appreciati
all things in even the
most commonpluce life that hal

Ils soine-

n i

the myriads of sm
thing of wonder in i,
sonality of rare charm, and it i

charm that somehow colors

his

wWor
It is one thing tn apprecinte Lenuty.

to mee hunior in situations overlvoked

and -ever
| by the average man and to chuckle

;quicﬂy to one's self over lifess #id- |

ventures, but it is quite anvther thing
| .
to ha

abile to reveal through peneil

and etehet’s tool that same heuuty and

humor.

“It seems that

could make s black and white dreaw

umazing any. one
or etehing carry o messipe of tender

ness, eould make doad copper, wax and

| biting  acid hear oan of
| spirituality. Yet Hir. Myérs can do
| this wonderfiil thing:  Ho ot tly

sives the aura of Hay

iiness radisting

from the fhce, the ravehm of imotion

in the running of a child, hut alse con-

vera an impression of eolor, His otehe

ings are. never dead, €One hininst

that eslor

subitly

faneiva has been waed in

10Tie way, so glowing are his

drawings, This 1e simply beeanse he

ins eaught the vital gesture or char.
acteristic, tg the exclusion of all mon-
His nart

of elimination,

essentinls,

He docs net waste anpe

stroke in recording

something  that

I
He has o per: aopoem Is @ beantitully

| he

in & way is thut | spread of the indas rv has tully it

out doubt to the inmer pwe

thia flecting monion
it5 exXi5tence, owpes

I'.ll'l'“l:l'll"ﬂr_\" in
| [
Walter Pater

8 no  weight in: the npicture,

“The etcher's art fa one of SUpies-

tead | |

of photographie detail, In RoWEY it s O r-m”____‘:':”‘ Child tathe HWM.’
ash of enthusinam Hke .la[s:i:]r_-s'.t poem, in f0 far as itx \‘r' Iillll ll o .‘_._1‘!.“—-?“_,5{
i purppse is to. reveal i ; ._ 5 ._ S
thought, not & meusused . I

Japansse do nof cure far bhy

To the

uf feat,

rhymes and stanz: m
werded thought,
whether long or short, ATe Myers

Always rsous thint

offe thouzht that
he fols

life

he

10

that

beautitul: or one  fhise

of he felt 10 be interesoi

hila

stroke

liing else been elimi-

nated. With but & 0yt

SHEECSts an entite city streey,

4 building or a tree. We read all 1)

meArt Us to rend in those

shetehed lines, hardly COMBCIONS olr-

sclves that they are the re, yet withoyy  SoF sl ;

them we could not ot

the story he in

tended to tell

“In Mr, Myers's Life thore always |

and thought of Hrt,

for his wife is

a seulptor who has reached deserved

recognition, and hia

duughter is 4 datcer of pare it

Lacem aking
i

The art of lacemaking was first rp
taught to the Chinese of the Chefoo ; it o
district - by foreign  missionarics |
about twenty-five vears apo,  They r

believed that by teavhing Lcemaking
the women and pgirls would tind

¢

and  th

profitable cinploymen
own

within their

r

lims, £ subsequent his

s
ttfied their efforts.

—Lndinnpolis News

MARIA-LOUISA —

HE singer descended the stair-
way from the concerf hall.
She had been singing the old
| Florentine uirs of the sixteenth
| century—in that voice, at once ten-
der and passionate, which had won
her plaudits in euch of the French
cities where 8he had given concerts
in Italian music. She was of that ex-
pressive type commen among the
women of her country. She had a
longish face, in which shone two
coal black eyes; a sensitive nose; a
mouth with a slightly saddened
smile which at times seemed almost
cruel,

A young man approached her.
He was the same
greeted her every evening after the
performance — patient, obstinate,
determined to succeed. She waved
him off with a gesture of weariness,

*You again, Félicien? Haven'’t I
told you that your pursuit is use-
less 7"

“That doesn't matter. I see you.
|I hear you. Your indifference is
only another bond attaching ma to
you."

“Poor fool!” she called after him,

| with a strange smile.

She turned away to join her as-
opiates in a neighboring café, Joy-
sus eries welcomed her. The little

admirer who |

Heye 1s a little story

Berthe Carianne le Barillier, a dis

By Jean

Translated by William L. McPherson

(Copyright, 1919, New York Tribune Ine.)

tinguished French poet and novelist,

fuwll of vnaginative and dramatie feeling., It is

several of whose works haye

written by a wonion:

for Jean Bertheroy is the pen newne of )
been crowned by the French Aeademy,

Bertheroy

~ ] bl i

Iiie,

! company of which she was one of !

the principals had very quickly
struck the note of frank comrade-
| ¢hip. They were artists together. |
They understood one another. '
{ “Still another admirer who is
{going to dream of wou under the |
|stars,” said the manager, seeing |

Félicien departing with the heavy |
and listless step of a rejected lover. |
“Hasn't his perseverance touched
| vou at all?"

“His hasn't, any more than that |
of the others,” she replied, uncon-
cernedly.

“*Maria-Louisa has a heart a3 |
hard as brass; for her love exists
only in the romances she sings,” |
hazarded the young Romeo, who on |
the concert stage made a specialty |
of sentimental couplets.

“What do you know about {t?7
she rejoined bluntly,

She lighted =& clgarette and
smoked in silence. 1t grew late,
One after another the singers went |

away. Maria-Louisa remained alone | rapid, t

with the little Primavera, an
whom she had picked up
travels and who served her
tumer, reader, and some
confidante,

Coaxingly, the young girl drew
lose to her patron.
.“Can it be true that vour heart
is a8 hard as brass? T can't be-
lieve it. That would seem toa me
S0 contrary to what I know of you,”

“What do vou think, then?"

“Perhaps vou have left
theve, in vour beloved Tuseany, a
fiance, a friend who awaits you and
whom you will IATTY on your re-
turn "

"No,"” said Maria-Louisa, “I haye
left no one. I am alone—and free.

orphan
on her
as cos-
tinmes as

e

down

]

lifa of

which he knows neithor
whence it comes nor whither it
Zoes,

n - = el *

The tour had ended successfully,

and the little troupe had disbanded. |

Maria-Louisa was algne with Pri-

mavera in the hotel of a village, |

where it pleased her to linger for a
few days before taking the train
which was to carry her back to

| Ttaly.,

Don't question me any further, You |

wouldn’t find out anything.”
Again her face was veiled and

immobile. She had closed her eya-

lids. Siie resembled thus the im-

age of the god Chronos, who soes |

running at his feet the waters,

umultuous and secret, of g

For some hours she was her own
niistress. She depended no longer
on the publie, often as unjust in
its adulation as in its coldness.

There was a piano in the ha]ll

her fingers over tha yellow ivory
keys. A shudder ran through the
instrument, as if the soul of a dead
man had reawakened. Then the
tender and passionate voice rose in
such volume that the hall suddenly
vibrated to its furthest corners,
Primavera had never heard the air

before. It was a romanee, every '
word of which c¢mitted a spark of
passion so vital that no one eould
listen to it without bLeing deeply
moved, Some minutes passed after
the sinzer closed the instrument,
Then Primavera decided to speak,

“It is a heautifu) song. It is the
of all your

| most beautifu]
| How doe
all for v

BONEA,

urself "

| “Because it would profane it to ! €ni of my days without havine freed
use it to amuse the erowd,” said | mysell of this constraint from be-

Maria-Louisa, becamir
| and confidential,

g

| ing from the heart rather than from
the lips. She murmured:

“I forbade you to question me, It re

is too eruel a memory. Nevertheless,
this evening, something impels me
| to lift the stone from the sepulchre
—and look at the face of the dead— |

at the face of the man who wrote | pointing

S it bappen that yon keep it | under this malediction, and, whether of

Was she going to tell her secret at ;I\':(rn Bho ldou';kog ﬂtt :er “.):;m"'r'm:;‘
9 : = ‘ho seemed to be taken with a sud-

where the dinner was served, The | lﬂst‘i_ L hour was prapitious for | . fover.

singer went to it, apened it and ran | "ords spoken in a low voice and com- |

this wondertul musie, His name wa
datelli.  He was the ficst man who
loved me. He had written it for me
to sing for him alone, so that in a
‘way I could thus commune with his
soul. But I amd so 4,
foolish! 1 laughed at the panes of
love. My frivolity was the causze of
Batelli ki
Bimself hecause ho was sure that 1

e Se1se

bHeen

Wils

=)

young

o catastrophe, lHedd

would never love him. Alns! That

ardent passion which 1 had never

shared now absorbs my life. It ” _':‘;""r b ‘o safill
guards me jealously. It forbids me ”'II_II:::”“I. .Ir.-L:c:“'-‘
to love another. It is like the anwzel bnY. of | {n, udible
stationed al the gate of the Guarden Ovelingss of things, s

of Paradise, who prevents nw from and semewhst tvrannous

entering. I am condemned to live tnem g of the s W

Erown peug
th
From t

L will it or nat, T shall arrive at the ®als, as u

twa predominnnt

5 : vy vhange Iy him gFriws {8
animated Yond t.he tunEh. . almost  diseused  sensih to, a8
Maria-Louisa lapsed into silenes. spectacls. of suffering und, puralid

with this, tre rapid groweh of @ cef

13

twin eapueity of fascination by brigs

color and che

“What are you thinking about? ings, for ins F the
Why do You tremble so?” who svemed aine
Primavera made no answer. Al moduluted in sueh delicut

ady she regretted having wiched

to know this terrible secret. Al »”;r . ?'I -

ready she regretted having bent her .”_.”,,.-‘ o 7 i chies shpR
face, still crowned with the roses of SR ght lead ene days R¥
illusion, over the cold und disap- | far'  Could he huve foreseen B

abyss of love, | wesriness of the way!




